168             AFTER    THESE     MANY    QUESTS
brought hot water in a tin bowl I had acquired at the Villa Ruffo, in Naples. Batmen are chosen usually for their abysmal ignorance of all things domestic. An equally important qualification is that they must blend the reluctance and craftiness of a school fag with the cheerfulness of Mark Tapley. They must show bovine phlegm in the face of adversity and treat their gentleman with that sympathy and kindness normally shown to domestic animals. I overheard my Jeeves saying to his mate in a resigned voice, sounding rather like a disgusted angler on landing a tiddler, "I got another one. Marshland Gander, or something."
After washing under the birch trees—it was always a problem where to put the bowl—my dressing followed its muddled course. Then came breakfast, consisting of fried egg and bacon or even a pork chop. It was a surly meal, for there were often hangovers to contend with. Then a suave conducting officer, in charge of the transport, would come round and ask us where we wanted to go. Usually we were not sure, and had one ear open for the other fellows' destinations. In the waiting period there was nothing obvious to do, except to fill in one's background by visiting this battalion or that, this division or that. Yet there was always a possibility of getting "scooped" by an enterprising colleague and of getting a "rocket" from London saying "Daily Blank has interesting story on so-and-so." A "rocket" phrased in such mild terms does not seem a serious matter, but the anguish, remorse, and bad temper bred in a correspondent's bosom on receiving one has to be experienced to be believed.
Our great treat—usually on Saturdays because there was no Sunday paper for many of the daily correspondents—was to dash into Naples for a bath or to buy things at the Officers' Shop. Tony Beckwith, one of the B.B.C. correspondents who had been an actor, was able, because of his numerous theatrical friends, to "lay on" seats at the Ensa shows. We saw Madge Elliot and Cyril Ritchard in The Merry Widow, Adrianne Allen and Emlyn Williams in Blithe Spirit, and other entertainments.
All the while preparations for the coming offensive were mounting steadily and the traffic along Highway Six grewfensive was due tor was filthy.  This washing under
